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I therefore exuded self-display from my brush-wetted
hair to my less shiny boots. There were two people
in the saloon when I came in. One of them was
Lady Helen, who was seated at the piano. The other
was my eldest cousin, Archie Ava. I think that, on
the whole, he was the best-looking man that I have
ever seen. He was also my favourite cousin. He would
take me into his little room at the end of the passage
and show me pig-sticking spears and polo sticks and
regimental badges, and tusks of wild boar. His high
spirits enabled him to infect the whole household
with gaiety. He would talk to his father as if he were
still a Lord in Waiting. He would talk to me as if I
were already of his own age. In after years my cousin
Basil meant more to me. But at the time my worship
for Cousin Archie knew no rival.

Miss Plimsoll for her part, was convinced that dear
Lord Ava was in love with that lovely Lady Helen.
For once, she may have been right. But there they
were together in that wide-lit room, she at the piano
and he just gazing out of the window towards Helen's
Tower. She strummed a polka upon the piano and
sung the words in a low voice :

c For a capon fine
Is a dish divine . . /

That was the first time that I realised that music could
be gay as well as either patriotic or yearning. I was
overwhelmed by the significance of those lovely
words. My cousin banged me on the shoulder. e A
good tune that ? ' he laughed. ' What do you think
about it ?' My eyes were fixed upon Lady Helen.
* It is beautiful* I answered in religious awe. They